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Mrs. Trevelyan, a cemetery with a beautiful chapel, and St. Mary's Home for penitents. At seven o'clock all the curates dispersed to various evening services, Mr. Butler went to St. Mary's Home, and Mrs. Butler and I to the church, where we sat in the dark, and heard a choir chant a service out of what looked like a gorgeous illumination.
" I was aghast to hear breakfast was at half-past seven, but as I could not sleep from the piercing cold, it did not signify. At seven a bell rang, and we all hurried to a little domestic chapel in the house, hung with red and carpeted with red, but containing nothing else except a cross with flowers at one end of the room, before which knelt Mr. Butler. We all flung ourselves down upon the red carpet, and Mr. Butler, with his face to the wall, intoned to us, and Mrs. Butler and the servants intoned to him, and all the little children intoned too, with their faces to the ground.
" Now there is to be full church service again, and then -— oh ! how glad I shall be to get away." l
The society of Mrs. Gaskell the authoress was a great pleasure during this term at Oxford. I made great friends with her, and we kept up a correspondence for some time afterwards. Everybody liked Mrs. Gaskell.2 I remember that one of the points which struck me most about her at first was not only her kindness, but her extreme courtesy and deference to her own daughters. "While she was at Oxford, the subject of ghosts was brought forward for a debate at the Union; she wished to have spoken from the
1	The Rev. W. J. Butler, then Dean of Lincoln, and his wife, died
within a few weeks of each other in Jan. 1894.
2	Wife of the Rev. William  Gaskell, Unitarian minister of the
Chapel in Cross Street, Manchester.    He died June 1884, aged eighty.
She died very suddenly in Nov. 1865.

